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hollyhocks stood like girlish grenadiers. The poppies
blazed among the distant weeds. From somewhere
close but mysterious there came a murmuring of
doves, and far away an old bell jangled faintly. The
afternoon went rustling by in blue and white. Well-
fed, glowing, their strong young limbs out-stretched,
my guests leaned back, and after smoking idly for
some time with half-closed eyes, at last began to talk.
The moment was ripe for a symposium, and Epicurus
himself would not have disdained the situation.
Naturally enough, they grew philosophical.

Objecting to some timid remark of mine, A. pointed
out that all our efforts are probably futile. His com-
panion loudly and cheerfully agreed, and together,
with raised voices, they hunted down man's foolish
strivings and little sentimentalisms, hallooing as they
went. Their sparkling eyes saw inward visions of this
life as a desert, marked only by the whitening bones
of wasted effort. They roared together over our piti-
ful illusions. Politics and art and religion and love
were whirled away on gusts of laughter. Our whole
civilization might perish at any moment, if, indeed,
it was not perishing already. Gleefully, their faces
alight, they pointed out to one another the unmistak-
able signs of this collapse, and upon me they rained
evidence. They kicked out in ecstasy as flaw after
flaw was discovered in this structure of ours. But now
there arrived a difference 'of opinion between them,
which resulted in the jolliest argument imaginable
and all the pointing with pipe stems and the frequent